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Index learning turns no student pale,
Yet holds the eel of Science by the tail.
And the first four lines, at least, of the great prophecy at
the conclusion of the third book is thought by the enemies
of muscular Christianity to be possibly approaching its ful-
filment :
Proceed, great days ! till learning fly the shore,
Till, birch shall blush with noble blood no more,
Till Thames see Eton's sons for ever play,
Till Westminster's whole year be holiday,
Till Isis' elders reel, their pupils sport,
And Alma Mater lies dissolved in Port !
No !   So far as we can see, it is still true that
Born a goddess, Dulness never dies.
Men, we know it on high authority, are still mostly fools*
If Pope be in error, it is not so much that his adversary is
beneath him, as that she is unassailable by wit or poetry.
Weapons of the most ethereal temper spend their keenness
in vain against the ' anarch old' whose power lies in utter
insensibility. It is fighting with a mist, and firing cannon-
balls into a mudheap. As well rave against the force of
gravitation, or complain that our gross bodies must be
nourished by solid food. If, however, we should be rather
grateful than otherwise to a man who is sanguine enough to
believe that satire can be successful against stupidity, and
that Grub Street, if it cannot be exterminated, can at least
be lashed into humility, we might perhaps complain that
Pope has taken rather too limited a view of the subject
Dulness has other avatars besides the literary. In the last
and finest book, Pope attempts to complete his plan by
exhibiting the influence of dulness upon theology and
science. The huge torpedo benumbs every faculty of the
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